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legs to the fire, I shall be in too good a humour to express
dislike for anything. ... It was this way, then.
To attend those two politicians5 dinners I had to spend
two nights in the city—and they were the two most horrible
nights I have ever spent in my life . . . and will be so
until I come to make the sea-voyage westwards about
which you will presently hear.
I have told you that during those days the thermometer
stood at 116° in the shade. The city editors of the local papers,
anxious for the credit of their city, reported it as being
only 106°—but they were wrong. In any case the nights
were much hotter.
I had taken a ground-floor room in an hotel on Walnut
Street and 	th, because the hotel was recommended to
me as having the aspect of an old English coaching hostelry
and as being run by a real jolly, cordial old English host.
. . . And I had been recommended to choose a ground-floor
room so as to be able to get out of the window in case there
should be a fire. . . . And in Philadelphia the flanges of
the wheels of the trolley cars ran on the granite setts of the
streets because the iron rails had been worn away. And they
ran on both the main and the cross-town streets every two
minutes throughout the night. And my room had windows
on both streets. And I am a man who habitually sleeps
in the open air. And there was not another room to be had
in the city, because of the elections.
To guard against the second night I had bought an
electric fan—a thing as yet practically unknown in the city
of Brotherly Love. When I ran it it blew the sheets off the
bed; when it did not the contrast made the heat even more
unsupportable than it had been on the first night. And
canned, salmon always gives rne nettle-rash. And the Refor-
mer who sat next me at dinner had told me a grisly story of
how he had stood on the top of the unfinished statue of
Perm with another man. And, suddenly turning his head,
he had seen the other man with a convulsed face making
ready to throw him over the side. So, when I managed to
get two-minute naps between the attentions of the nettle-
rash and the electric fan and the screaming of the car wheels^

